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I'm willing because | have nothing to lose. The End.

It's Not Hard, But It Ain’t Easy

Oh okay, I'll elaborate.

I am willing to turn my will and my life over to the care of God as | understand Him because |
pretty much lost everything else — money, clothes, dignity, sanity, loved ones, and trust to name
a few — and | have nothing else to lose. Well, maybe | should mention that | do, in fact, have
something left to lose after all — my life.

Let’s face it — my HP gave me the ability to live. What more could | really ask for? | mean, why
should | throw my life away into the hungry throes of food addiction and compulsive overeating?
I'll be the first to admit it: life is like a box of ... um, restricted sweets ... or, life isn’t like a bowl of
... err, fresh fruit (note to self: find analogies that don'’t involve food next time).

Now, before | go completely off track, let's go back to how this all started. My HP has always
been there for me, although it has taken me some twenty years to put two and two together to
equate four and not 25. Before OA, it was all about me — getting to any amount of food as much
as possible was my ultimate goal. As a teenager, my growth spurts hid my weight — that plus
other “incentives”, like being surrounded by other compulsive overeaters in my family and lack of
self-esteem, for example — gave me leverage to eat more. Who'’s going to know? God won't
say anything (at least that's what | thought). God bailed me out of trouble before, so | shouldn’t
worry. By the time | entered my twenties; | stopped growing vertically but continued to grow
horizontally. At that point, God wasn’t bailing me out anymore, so | started shunning Him.

Add to the weight gain (and loss, and regain, and again loss, and re-regain, etc.), | made some
choices in the name of Idiocy. If | ever wanted to not like God, this was the time. How could he
do this to me? So, | replaced God with Burger King and Dairy Queen — the Fast Food Gods.
However, like some other organized religions, being a “believer” was becoming a bit expensive,
but I didn’t care — it took the pain away. Well, at least it took the pain away for about 45 minutes.
| would share my sob story to people of how | was broke, but somehow “miraculously” found
some extra money to give to the Fast Food Gods for my temporary pleasure. And the worst
thing was | couldn’t stop. Because of the stupid choices | had done, | was dead sure my HP
wouldn’'t want me after all | had put him through. 1 felt the life | chose to lead was justifiable
punishment for my previous actions.

Let’s fast forward to being in OA and discovering about a HP of my understanding. You want to
talk about opening the flood gates and letting His love wash away the chips off my shoulder —
like immediately dropping your suitcases from each hand in the presence of a long lost loved
one after being away from home for so many years — had “Reunited” written all over it. It gave
me such feelings of pure love, hope, and faith, that | was overcome by my emotions. | got more
just out of the reestablishment of my HP in my life than all the money | spent worshipping the
Fast Food Gods in the past years. | didn’'t want to lose my HP and the feelings He gave back to
me. Ever. Again. So, | have to make another correction here: | am willing to turn my will and
my life over to the care of God as | understand Him, because if | am not, | will lose Him and in
turn lose my life.

Okay, so | just realized | was supposed to explain how | work Step 3 on the daily. Oops. This is
a great time for Writer's Block to finally set in. | do pray in the morning; | do pray in the evening.

| do give thanks to my HP for all the things established in my life today. | mean, He deserves the
credit, not me! He even helped me (or | even helped Him?) write this article!

In closing, if there’s anything you can take with you from my scribbles, let it be this: reminders
are always a good reason to keep you willing. I'm reminded, every day, of what my life was like
before OA and my HP being a part of my life — just by looking in the mirror and seeing the
person on the other side that has so much to be grateful for. To continue my feelings of love,
hope, and faith, I'm willing to keep that person on the other side of the mirror grateful by turning
over everything — my looks, my thoughts, my feelings , just about all of those “my” possessions —
to God. Now that’s something | can not afford to lose. Looks like I've got a lot to be willing for
after all. The End.



THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

~Robert Frost-

Two reads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry | could not travel both
And be one traveler, long | stood
And locked down one as far as | could
To where it bant in the undergrowth.

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had waorn them really about the same.

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, | kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
| doubted if | should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and [-
| tock the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.

A famous poem. One that most would recognize or at
least recall hearing the opening line. Sc it is not unusual
that | too am familiar with this work of Robert Frost.
Today | realized | regarded it as interesting, even
beautiful in its description, and well .. famous. | also
realized | never really took the time to feel the words, to
put my meaning to them. That probably should have
given me an inkling that there was indeed a message in
there for me. For you see | often find myself at a
crossroads, at decision time. "Two roads diverged in a
yellow wood,”

What | like to do is take care of all the easy decisions,
pay this bill now, have chicken not beef for dinner
tonight, call your son to offer words of encouragement
regarding his job situation, etc. This gives me an inflated
sense of accomplishment that enables me to squash for
yet another day the nagging feelings to deal with “the
biggie" of the moment. The cne that constantly resides
no further than my minds edge. | want to feel | am doing
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all the work | need to do and | want it to be easy. "And
sorry | could not travel both and be one traveler,”

| am fearful of these situations because | don't have the
luxury of knowing the outcome of my decisions. There is
the rub. What if / make the wrong decision? What if
deciding forces me to be honest? What if facing reality is
painful? What if | have to give up a comfortable habit
that gets me through tough times? What if | have to re-
explore my abstinence? OH MY GOD, this is definitely
going to make me FEEL! It hurts just to think about it.
long | sfood And looked down one as far as | could To
where it bent in the undergrowth.”

Mow is the time my inner voice of avoidance steps in to
remind me | don't have time now to deal with my most
pressing issuas. Or my just in time justification center
points out my urgent need to take a well deserved break
and watch the ballgame. Or my enormous ego steps in
with a self-serving pronouncement of “my successes®
coupled with a warning not to try to do too much, too
fast. Or why not get creative and conjure up a little chaos
that of course must take precedence. Why dine on a
dollop of honesty when a well-prepared table of danial,
procrastination, and selfishness is set befora me. “Then
took the other, as just as fair, And having perhaps the
better claim, Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there Had worn them
really about the same. And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden Black. Oh, | kept the first
for another day!”

So my life goes day after day. One day at a time even.
Many days feeling better, some not so good. My eyes
cast toward those Big Book promises. My mind
wandering, wondering when | will realize this elusive
freedom from my cbsessions? “Yet knowing how way
leads on fto way, | doubted if | should ever come back. |
shall be telling this with a sigh Somewhere ages and
ages hence: Two roads diverged in a wood, and [-"

Finally | have to ask myself what is missing in this
pictura? Two roads seeming similar although one
appears less traveled. But maybe not, maybe they are
really about the same. It would seem one path is as
good as the other so [ might as well pick the one {want.
What is missing? No acknowledgement of God. Mo
requeast for gquidance. Step 11 - Sought through prayver

God, as we understood Him. praving only for knowledge
of His will for us and the power to camry that out. When
confronted with the crossroads of my life it is my Higher
Power that reveals the road signs. Suddenly | can see
one is Avoidance one is Honesty. He lovingly allows me
to venture down either path. He is with me either way.
But when | am on the path of Honesty | can hear His
voice much mare clearly. My willingness to receive His
will and blessings is so much stronger. My serenity is
complete. "I tock the one less fraveled by, And that has
made all the difference.”

R.A.



Step One ...

This is the hardest part of the day--late afterncon before
dinner. | get SUPER hungry. INCREDIELY hungry.
DELIRIOUSLY hungry. NEED FOOD NOW hungry. This
will be my toughest challenge. | have heard that there is
a point where we get over these type cravings, that once
we go through withdrawal, times like these will not be so
bad. But we are also taught that yesterday is history and
tomorrow is not here yet so | cannot afford to leok ahead
to better times. | have to go read some stuff and work it
a minute at a time. A minute at a time.
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Step Two ...

| think | made a tiny step in the direction of finding

my Higher Power tonight. In one of my meetings they
read an introduction that ends with, "You are not alone.
Welcome to OA. Welcome Home." Without geing back ta
read my previous blog entries, | may have mentioned
this before but that particular three sentences really
touches me and I'm not sure why. | think part of it is that
| have a real deep attachment to a concept | harbor of
'Home." I'm not really sure what 'hame' | am fealing when
| feel this way. | am keenly aware of a lack of an ethnic
heritage, or a homeland, if you will, and | have often
found myself embracing other people's heritage's--my
wife's for example-in the hopes that | could feel that |
belonged, if even just a little.

So for me, the words "You are not alone. Welcome to
OA. Welcome home,' really touch the part of me that
longs to find where | belong, and tonight | realized that
this concept of Home could also be my Higher Power. |
think those three sentences have been much of

the inspiration that have helped me with whatever
abstinence | have practiced thus far, and | have to
explore, and allow myself to maybe accept, that this is
where my Higher Power is making itself known to me.

|

Step Three ...

Then one day in fall of 2007 5. popped back into my life.
We talked about OA some more but | was still of the
same mind |I'd had before, especially about the higher
power-maybe even more so. But then it dawned on me-
-I had been considering the surgery in 2006 and S came
aleng, then | was considering it again in 2007, and S
came along. Once is just coincidence, but twice
is...what? Fate? Divine intervention? Since then | have
referred to S as my angel, but I'm sure she would prefer
to believe that she was just an instrument of an angel
working on my behalf.

So | went to a meeting with an open mind and I've taken
to it. I'm a long way from being in control, but whare
before it seemed impossible to even abstain for a few
hours, now | can see where | might be able to do it for
much, much longer. But for right now, | am not looking
outside of OA. I'm putting my faith in the idea that
thousands of people have been helped by OA and that if
I allow myself to be helped, | can too.

J.5.

| work step 3 on a daily basis, sometimes without being
aware that | am working it. | believe that it has become a
habit for me now and | just DO IT {turn my life and will
over). The first time | really turned something over to my
Higher Power (God) | was amazed that it worked just like
everyone said it would. | thought that my worry was
trivial to God and didn't really think He would hear me.
After all my worry was that my 18 year old would lose his
license for a year because he was in a minor accident.
Then he would not be able to get home from schoaol in
time to care for his twin with special needs. We depend
on him while we both work. | made a God box after |
read that someone did this. | decided my God box was
to put my worries in it and let God handle them. | would
not put anything in it unless lwas truly willing to turn it
over to God. The above was my first worry that | turned
over and the reply from God came so quick the ink was
barely dry. After court my son only looses his license
until his 17th birthday which is in May....so0 much better
than a year. | continue to use my God bax for my worries
as well as my gratitude's. It is such a great feeling not
having to werry, which allows me to get on with my life
and the things that matter most.

My days always involve turning something over to God. |
honestly let go and let God handle my worries. By doing
this | den't need to turn to food. He takes care of me as
long as | ask and let Him, One Day at a Time.

J.MLN.



Unity Day 2008 ...

"My disease wants me to be different, so that | can isolate
myself. So my disease has a better chance at getting a
hold on me. It's realizing that just because I'm gay, and
have different spiritual beliefs doesn't meaan that I'm any
less hurman, or any less of a compulsive overeater or
bulimic. And that means that | have character defects just
like everyone else. It takes work to stay connected, go to
meetings and live my program in every aspect of my life. |
can't let my diversity or others get in the way of my
recovery — bottom line.”

ST

“| felt different in some ways when | first came to OA as a
college senior because it seemed everyone was so much
older than me. Also, | didn't binge as heavily as most of
the Leads | heard; | would eat 2 or 3 cupcakes at a time,
at multiple times throughout the day, but | didn't yet sit
down and eat the whole tray of cupcakes at once. Then |
read the sentence in the Big Book that says "Some of us
don't have to drink the quantities, nor for as long as others
to be just as gravely affected.” | spent all my time
obsessing about food and my weight, trying to diet, trying
to control the food, trying to have my cake and eat it too. |
was just as gravely affected, at a young age, with the
mental cbsession of food addiction. | was just as gravely
affected with the disease of compulsive overeating. The
Big Book, with the love and understanding of the paople in
the meetings, made me realize that | de belong in these
rooms. And | am grateful that although our diseases may
manifest in slightly different ways, we are all working the
same solution, the 12 steps.

Anonymous
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Hw “No Excuses"” Shorts

When | first got abstinent, | followed the suggestion to get rid
of my scale and also abstain from weighing myself away from
home. This was a way to put action into my new commitment
to trust the program and follow my food plan and let the
weight take care of itself. As | recovered fromwhat |
discovered was scale fixation, | came to realize that the scale
never told me anything that was helpful aryway. If itwas
maore than | thought it should be | panicked and vowed to cut
down. If it was less than | thought it should be | felt powerful
and continued to play with food. If it was exactly where |
thought it would be | was frustrated because it was going to
take longer for my control efforts to show. | found | could not
make any recovery-based use of the information from the
scale, That's because | am powerless over my thinking about
my weight. And weighing myself only kept me in the drivers
seat and eroded my surrender to and trust in God.

Today | weigh myself about 2-3 times a year, usually out of
town at my in laws. At home | keep a pair of jeans shorts as
my baseling, because | know they fit when | am where | want
to be weight-wise. If my regular clothes are getting snug or
loose, | try on the shorts as a baseling and share any
problems with my sponsor and make changes if needed. One
day | looked at the label on the waste band and realized the
brand was "Mo Excuses". That's how | think of them now - a
reality check. They kesp me from getting too far down the
road of denial, especially if | have been padding meals. | am
grateful for the people in the program who taught me this
stuff.

Anonymous

2007 - 4* Quarter - 7" Tradition
Thank you -~ Thank you ~ Thank you

Bay Preshbyterian - Tues 120.00
Elyria - Menday PM 100.00
Elyria - Thursday AM 81.00
Hillerest Hospital - Sun AM 175.00
Hillcrest Hospital - Tuss PM Men's 87.50
John Knox - Weds AM 324.60
Inner City 50.00
Lakewood - Sunday PM 180.00
Lord of Life Bainbridge 12.00
Lyndhurst - Friday 120.00
Medina 106.60
Middlefield Group 120.00
MNew Directions 100.00
Morth Royalton - Mon PM ar.7z2
Painesville - Sun PM 60.00
Saturday AM Big Book 60.00
5t. Peters - Friday PM 120.00
Tuesday Morning OA 42.00
United Meth Bedford - Sat AM 121.45
United Meth Lakewood - Tues AM 222.60

Total Tth Tradition 2,200.47















